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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, Loving Father of us 
all; This morning, by Your grace, 
I shuffled a short way up the 
“House of Gold” road, taking it 
easy—in my usual indolent fash- 
ion—my mukluks making the 
first tracks in Your nice new fall 
of snow. I was a fugitive from a 
cyclone, a whirlwind, a hurricane, 
and a typhoon of Christmas prep- 
arations. My room swarmed with 
girls cleaning, dusting, scrubbing, 
taking things apart and putting 
them somehow together again. 
There was no place, no peace, for 
me. 

I sauntered down to the kitchen, 
lured by Christmas aromas. But 
it was another place that was not 
for me. Girls were beseiging a gi- 
gantic turkey and several enor- 
mous hams with fearful shiny 
weapons. Girls were making icings 
and shooting them, a gooey rain- 
bow, out of wicked looking squirt 
guns, onto various pastries. Girls 
were peeking into the oven, or 
into the deep freeze. Girls were 
opening and closing the refriger- 
ator door. Girls were handling 
wine —red and white — yellow 
cornucopias, which, I suspected, 
would lie carelessly near each 
plate at the great repast after 
Midnight Christmas Mass. At 
that time they would be cramped 
and cramped with nuts and 
candies. Girls were making pic- 
tures on the surfaces of cakes 
and cookies. Christmas trees. Yule 
logs. Shepherds. Sheep. Children. 
Oxen. Asses. Camels. Wise men. 
The Baby Christ. Mary. Joseph. 
And legions of fat angels. 

Good Will or Good Aim? 

Wherever I went there were 
girls vacuuming, waxing, wiping, 
sorting and putting away the 
paper and ribbons left over from 
the Christmas wrapping spree, 
finishing wreaths, sorting and 
putting away some of the recent 
donations. Toys. Candies. Costume 
Jewelry. Soap. Perfumes. Dolls. 
Guns. And murderous tanks and 
cannons. Peace on earth to men 
of good will! Girls were rehears- 
ing the Christmas carols they 
would sing that night in Latch- 
ford Bridge or Quadevilie or Com- 
bermere or Purdy—but then the 
girls are always singing here, es- 
pecially as they work. 

Even the chapel was out of 
bounds. The boys were painting 





MOVING TO A 
NEW ADDRESS? 
Help us to keep 


“RESTORATION” 
REGULARLY 


PLEASE DO IT NOW WHILE 
IT’S ON YOUR MIND! 


epturyD ‘oj1v}UQ ‘ereulJequIOD 
aS00H VNNOGVA 
posjuvieny 33uj}s0g UmMjey 


the floor; and a tidal wave of wo- 
men had washed up all the bench- 
es and chairs and whirled them 
into an unapproachable corner. 
Lord, why must women always 
look for dirt, even in holy places? 
One chair beckoned me from the 
wreckage; but its seat was strewn 
with a nasty mess of carpet tacks. 
I actually felt unwelcome. 

The snow was light, invigorat- 
ing. The wind was man-sized. But 
the day wasn’t really cold. Let it 
be recorded that Dec. 21 was a 
pleasant sort of day. You kept 
sifting Your flakes upon me like 





|fanning the wind in my direction. 


It caressed me. It whispered of 
You. It smelled of heaven—and 
of pine. I kept pigeon-toeing on 
and up, thinking about the way 
we prepare for Christmas. 


only because we feel deeply about 
the day, but also because we want 
the whole hostile world to feel 
deeply about it. It is an effort, in 
our day, “to keep Christ in 
Christmas.” But some of us actu- 
ally think, we are doing You a 
favor in celebrating the birthday 
of Your Son. We forget that You 
give us infinitely more each morn- 
ing in the Mass than we can ever 
repay. 
Christmas Every Day 


We forget that in Mass You do 
not simply hand us the Baby, as 
Mary did when she put Him into 
the arms of Simeon, the high 
priest. You fill us with Him. Every- 
day, really, is Christmas day to us! 
What do we give You for Christ- 
mas? Nothing but ourselves! I 
wish Lord there were much more 
of You in me, and less and less 
of me. Then I wouldn’t feel I 
cheated You so much every 
morning at Communion. 

I wish I could be something like 
fir trees that edge the road, the 
cedars and the spruces and the 
pines. They are wide and full and 
proud in the hems of their flaring 
skirts. But they taper—and per- 
haps they dwindle in self-im- 
portance—as their heads rise 
nearer and nearer to You. Lord 
give me some sense in my old 
age. And if I am proud of all the 
lovely pine cones in my crown, let 
me keep remembering You put 
them there, not I. 

I wished the scene could be 
painted for an old fashioned lacy 
Valentine. It should be displayed 
on a light gray paper, a gray with 
some purple in it, and maybe 
other shades as well. If I were a 
painter I too would paint snow 
blue or lavender or green or gray. 
You sky was overcast and whitish- 
gray, so there was a white-gray 
complexion on Your world. But 
even through this I could detect 
the- violet and brown of the red 
pine trunks, the buff and blue of 
rocks beneath their caps of snow, 
and the dark green of the winter 
ferns that peeked out of their 
snowbanks—there where the long- 
stemmed violets assemble to dance 
every Spring. 

The road climbed straight into 
the sky, but where it stopped or 
where the sky began, I could not 
tell, so cleverly had You joined 
heaven and earth with Your fall 
of snow. 

The Glory Road 

The snow stopped. So did the 
wind. And so did I. And at that 
moment, the sun, which had been 
sulking somewhere in the dull 
dim south-southeast, sent the 
gray clouds sprawling out of its 
impatient path, and showed me a 
world of radiance and glory! 

The road up which I had heav- 
ed and hauled my hefty hulk 
turned into a lane of powdered 
amethysts and sapphires and 
emeralds and diamonds. The 
hieroglyphics my feet had carv- 
ed into the snow sparkled and 
gleamed and glittered and winked 
and blinked and flashed and 
flicked. (I wish I could write 
stuff as brilliant.) The evergreens 
which had looked so grim and 
gloomy in the grayness, now 
looked coy, and festive, and black 
rather than green. They stood 
out boldly, and their-ruffles were 
trimmed with ermine. They looked 
like a scattering of black and 
white striped pyramids. I could 
hide a herd of zebras there, if 
I had any zebras to hide. No one 
would notice them. I could also 
hide a thousand or more of those 
little animals with white stripes 
on their backs. 
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Our Lady Of Joy 


By Dorothy Munnell 











Is it strange that some people 
in Neenah, Wisconsin, calling 
themselves ‘Friends of the Far 
East Trappists”, should also be- 
come friends of the Lay Apostles 
in Madonna House, Combermere, 
Ontario, Canada? Not in_ the 
Mystical Body of Christ. 

One of the members of our or- 
ganization, established two years 
ago with the permission of the 
Most Reverend Bishop Stanislaus 
V. Bona, of Green Bay, was a 
guest of Madonna House recently. 
And there, under the shadow of 
Our Lady of Combermere, and 
surrounded by the dedicated 
people of this apostolate, she re- 
alized that the Mystical Body is 
suffering in North America as 
well as in the Orient. 

Building Faith 

Our purpose is to aid the Trap- 
pist monks of Our Lady of Joy, 
who live and work and pray and 
suffer on Lantao Island, Hong 
Kong; and to spread the news of 
the contemplative life they lead. 
Is it strange that we discovered, 
in the people of Madonna House, 
who live under promises, or vows, 
of Poverty; Chastity, and Obedi- 
ence, a strong contemplative 
spirit? shy ee 
They are ministering to the 
Mystical Body here, and building 
up a bulwark of Faith against 
the time when God, for His Own 
good reasons, may permit Com- 
munism to be a greater scourge 
than it is now. Pray that th 
may not falter, but, like Simons 
and Veronieas, they may carry 
the cross of Christ, and wipe the 
tears from the Sacred Face. 

The Trappists’ part in build- 
ing up the Mystical Body in the 
Far East began in 1883 when Dom 
Ephrem Seignol left his abbey 
high in the alps of Savoie, and 
began to build a monastery in 
China. In 1926 there was a com- 
munity of over 150. In 1928 a 
foundation was made in Hopei 
Province. One of the _ twenty 
monks to go there was Frater M. 
Paulinus Lee. This was the home 





(Continued on page 4) 


of Our Lady of Joy; and, in 1941 





€Y\in China they can _ easily bring 


Father Lee—then a priest seven 
years—was elected prior. The 
Communists twice destroyed the 
monastery. Father Lee and others 
fled into exile. Twice the Chinese 
priest went around the world 
seeking a place in which to re- 
establish his community. Some of 
the monks, more than forty, had 
been killed; others had died of 
hunger and exposure; some had 
been clubbed almost to death and 
then forced to carry great bur- 
dens on their backs across the 
width of China — goods for the 
Red soldiers. Their wrists were 
tightly bound with wire, their 
clothing was torn to rags, they 
were forced to lodge in pig pens 
on their journeys. 


Seed of Martyrs 


In Hong Kong Father Lee found 
a site, and with the help of people 
all over the world he built the new 
community dedicated to Our 
Lady of Joy. 

Dom Paulinus believes that the 
persecution of the Reds is mak- 
ing the Church stronger in 
China. “New pagans are being 
converted constantly”, he says. 
“They see the Church standing 
up to Communism. They know it 
is feared by the Reds. They know 
it is the answer to the problems 
the Reds have inflicted on them. 

“In hidden places Masses are 
said, Confession heard, Baptisms 
given. Some priests are disguised 
as coolies or mechanics. Some 
even wear a Red uniform. There 
are some Chinese bishops who 
appear to be defying Rome, but 
they have been duped by forged 
documents. The Commies want 
them to believe Rome has made 
overtures to them. Inasmuch as 
they control all communications 


their lies to the bishops. But 
practicaly all the Chinese bishops 
are loyal to the Holy See. I am 
confident the attempts to create 
a “national church’ will never suc- 
ceed.” 

So we have Our Lady of Joy, 
Our Lady of China, Our Lady of 
the Universe, Our Lady of Com- 
bermere—the same radiant Lady 
of Heaven. This Lady loves the 
Trappists, and she loves also, I 
am sure, the Lay Apostles of Ma- 
donna House in Canada — and 





MODERN MAGI 


By Dorothy Phillips 











Marian Centre, Edmonton, Al- 
berta—How varied is the face of 
Christ in our Brothers Christo- 
pher! in them He walks through 
the door in many guises of His 
suffering. Some of them are 
hungry, some are cold, and some 
are both hungry and cold. Many 
are bruised by the coldness of 
men and yet others are worn out 
by the indifference with which 
they are often met. The emptiness 
that lies before them often leaves 
them fatigued and exhausted. 

Their lot would be much sadder 
were it not for the people who 
come to our door bearing gifts. 
These people remind me of the 
Three Wise Men who brought 
their goods and possessions to the 
poor God of Bethlehem. 

The volunteers are to me like 
the Cyrenian who helped Christ 
carry his cross, and like Veronica 
who must have raised His hope 
by ministering personally to Him 
by the very simple yet extremely 
courageous act of wiping His 
bloody and sweat-covered face. 

What can one say about the 
priests who come here and who 
| assist in so many ways? They are 
| truly a continuation of the group 
| of twelve apostles. Like St. Paul, 
| they are really “All things to all 
men, that Christ may be all in 
all.” 





Tidings Today 

And so the gospel is repeated. 
Better still, the gospel is lived 
through the helping of Christ in 
His poor. It is true that Christ 
is in all, but in His lifetime, He 
|identified Himself more with the 
|poor than with any other group 
of people. He was poor Himself. . 
He chose apostles who were poor 
and He made the identification 
even clearer when He said: “What 
you do these the least of My 
| brethren, you do to Me.” 

People sometimes ask us if the 
| poor we serve are grateful to us. 
| Dearest God, should it not be the 
other way around? How very 
| grateful we should be to them for 
|showing us so clearly the face 
|and very Being of Christ. Without 
them the Wise Men might not be 
wise with the wisdom of charity. 
Without them the story of the 
poverty of Christ and His parents 
might not be understood by the 
great mass of people. It is diffi- 
‘cult to understand what one has 
not seen. The story of Christ 
might well have turned out to 
be something only in the minds 
of men (such as a dream or a 
fairy tale might be rather than 
a teaching that reaches the 
depths of their hearts. For from 
the time of Christ the poor have 
always been with us and before 
the eyes of men. They have kept 
clear in our hearts as well as our 
minds the suffering Christ. 

It is true that sometimes we are 
asleep as were the apostles when 
Christ came to them in the Gar- 
den of Olives. We are not awake 
enough to sympathize, minister 
and love Christ in His need for 
us. Christ was truly present in 
the agony of the garden and ina 
human way needed his apostles. 
Christ is truly present in His poor 
and needs us to love Him. It 
would be a dreadful thing not to 
be needed. The poor help to ful- 
fill this necessity in us for they 
are everywhere and always need 
us. We may not have material 
goods with which to help them. 
We may not even have the 
physical capacities to work for 
them, but we can still give to 
them, and they still will need the 
only thing we have left for them. 
We can pray for them. Christ 
would have been consoled if He 
had found his apostles praying. 

Is it possible that what is lack- 
ing today is not the gratitude of 
the poor to those who have and 
give? But rather what is missing: 
is the thankfulness of those who 
have, for the great good that the 
poor are bestowing on them. For 





;hundred times. Each man ob- 
‘viously wanted to be recognized 
‘and to be spoken to personally. 
‘Each man needed that “good 
|morning” from me or whoever else 
‘might have been on dishes. But 
‘the wonder of it all was that each 
‘man helped me. He helped me to 
‘come closer to God, for without 
‘realizing it I had greeted Christ 
iverbally hundreds of times. 

The poor need us, that is not 
ito be denied, but there is a 
iquestion that gnaws within me. 
| Do the poor need us as much as 
| we need them? 


JOURNEY INWARD 


By Catherine Doherty 
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In Russia we set a great store 
on Friendship. Friends, my 
mother used to say, are a precious 
gift of God. In fact, if the truth 
be known, she used to add, each 
friend is Himself . . for He is in 
everyone, and when someone gives 
you friendship, it is the Lord who 
does. 


She used to say that letters, like 
friends, must be treated very 
courteously, must be answered 
promptly. One does not make a 
friend wait in the parlor for ages; 
nor does one make a friend wait 
|for an answer to his or her letter. 


Deep friendships, in Russia, are 
| sometimes sealed by the exchange 
|of the baptismal cross that each 
Russian wears against his skin. 
To do so is truly to seal the 
friendship unto death. 


I remember all this. And never 
forget to implement—even now— 
what my mother told me in my 
youth. 


I have no baptismal cross to 
exchange with my beloved 
friends. It got lost somewhere in 
Russia during the revolution. But 
once in awhile I write poems to 
my friends. Being poor, that is all 
I have to give them. Here is one 
I wrote not long ago. 








I am a pilgrim 

Of the Lord . . 
Traveling always 

In search of Him. . 
He leads me through 
His vast domain 

Of joy and pain .. 


It seems I’ve 
Travelled 

A thousand 
Roads 

In search of 
Him.. 

Some paths were 
Steep .. 

They led me 
Into wilds so 
Deep. 

I have no words 
Left to tell 
About these. 


Others went through 
Joyous, verdant 
Hills. 

Of these 

I sing and sing. 


Others again 

Led me 

Into deep pits 

Of dark and 
Fearsome 

Nights at noon .. 


From time 
To time 

He leads me 
To a shrine 
Of His. 
There I once 
Caught 

A glimpse 

Of Him— 

A shadow 
On some rock 
Or stone. . 


Such a resting 
Place 

I found 

With You .. 
Therefore you 
See, 

Dear Heart, 
No one can 





it is good and it is a holy thing 
to be given the opportunity to) 
live literally the words of the | 
Gospel. , 
Greetings Are Prayers 


This morning doing the dishes | 
for the men’s. breakfast, I re-| 





wherever else they are. 








peated “good morning” over a| 


Tear that 
Sacred place 
Apart from me. 
For I dwell 
There 

For all 

Eternity . . 

In memory .. 
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kneeling, Mary Beaudoin, Ann Chapman, Irene Chauvin. 
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WHO’S WHO 


Her name is Mary Jo Ann De Gidio; but we have enough Marys 
here to start a Rosary; so we call her Jo Ann. She came to us from 
St. Paul, a sociology Major. She graduated from St. Joseph’s 
Academy in that Minnesota city in 1952, and from St. Catherine’s 
College, in the same place, in 1956. 


Before she entered Madonna 


House she worked as a research 


assistant in administration at the Minnesota Mining and Manu- 
facturing Co., St. Paul, scoring, interpretation, and psychological 
testing. She has studied speech pathology, has done field work with 
probation officers, group work with a settlement house, and camp 


and dormitory counselling. 


She came to Madonna House in the fall of 1959, worked in the 
library, and also in the kitchen. And you should taste her pies! She 
took her first promises last August 15th. 








CALL FOR 
THE LAITY 


“Able and dedicated laymen are 
urgently needed to advance the 
social apostolate in the missions, 
to civilize and Christianize the 
environment so that the spiritual 
work of the priest may take root 
and prosper . . Where now lay 
men are sought in small numbers 
they may soon be called for in 
legions. Before this new decade is 
ended, thousands upon thousands 
of lay missionaries may be needed 
in the awakening mission lands, 
as doctors, dentists, nurses, teach- 
ers, engineers, mechanics, 
plumbers, printers, carpenters, 
electricians, agriculturists, jour- 
nalists, secretaries, social workers, 
and just plain helpers.” . . . Oliver 











Barres, M.A., B.D., Editor of 
Worldmission, Bishop Fulton 
Sheen’s magazine, published 


quarterly by the U.S. Society for 
the Propagation of the Faith. 





A FRIEND WRITES 


It was below zero this morning. 
It was beautiful to see the snow 
falling, it reminded me of all of 
you. Each flake, because it is so 
tiny, necessarily abandons itself 
to the Father. Coming down, it 
swings, stretches, turns and turns 
again in space; and, like the staff 
workers, each speaks of the 
dreams conceived in the heavens. 
“Me, I shall bring joy to the 
hearts of little children. I shall 
decorate the forest . . . I’ll become 
a brook and run to the sea where 
I will carry big ships. .” But in 
spite of the unfinished symphony 
of dreams, each flake lands ex- 
actly where the Father wishes. 
The earth is dirty and black. In 
a spectacular display of LOVE, 
like the staff workers, each flake 
embraces one another until 
everything becomes white, pure, 
peaceful. With love to each and 
everyone. Father R. 











.|tolate is showing movies while 


»» |children 
~*|more come all the time. 





EDDIE'S OF 1961 


In my Love Letter this month I 
may have mentioned something 
about the Rural Apostolate of 
Madonna House making old 
dreams of Catherine’s come true. 
I would have said more about this 
had there been room enough. 
There wasn’t room enough. So 
I’ve moved over to the “Eddies.” . 

One of those dreams was about 
founding a night school for adults 
in and around Combermere. An- 
other was doing something about 
the bad teeth of many people in 
the area. There are many reasons 
for bad teeth here — one being 
that for many years there wasn’t 
a dentist within a day’s ride of 
the village—and when there was 
a dentist he was so busy, a man 
had to wait maybe a week or more 
to get breathing space in his outer 
office. 

Right now — December 31st, 
1961—Dr. Peter Pelosa and his 
friend Dr. Victor Flores are pull- 
ing teeth in the basement of the 
beautiful house occupied by the 
Rural Apostolate. They have 
treated nearly 200 men, women, 
and children—who come from 15 
villages around and about Com- 
bermere—and have extracted the 
bad and aching teeth of 130 
persons! 

A Real Clinic! 

Dr. Pelosa, orthodontist—which 
lis a fancy name for a super den- 
| tist—came here during the Sum- 
|mer School of Catholic Action. He 
|caught the fever of Madonna 
|House, the burning wish to do 
something for someone else. What 
he did first was to beg, borrow, or 
otherwise procure for us a dental 
chair and about $1,000 worth of 
equipment. Last week, just before 
Christmas, he returned with Dr. 
Flores, a specialist from Mexico, 
and sent out word to as many 
people as could be accommodated 
that he would examine and treat 
them. 

Thru the co-operation of the 
National Film Board one of the 
Staff Workers of the Rural Apos- 




















| the doctors work. There is a screen 
|in the waiting room on which the 
\films are shown. The waiting 
iroom is always full of people, 
and grownups; and 


The films are for children, and 
about children; and the young 


hundreds of homes and helping 
gc in many ways. In addition 
t had “brought Christ into” 345 
other homes, in which He had not 
been well known or had not been 
known at all. 

The girls had found polio vic- 
tims. They had discovered child- 
ren with bad teeth, weak eyes, in- 
fected: ears, swollen tonsils. 
Through the Lions Club they had 
been able to fit 47 children with 
Special eye glasses. They had 
made mental health clinics known 
to people who had never heard of 
them. They helped to distribute 
75,000 Cod Liver Oil pills to school 
children. They had also helped in 
obtaining 500 bottles of blood for 
plasma. And now hold classes in 
nursing and first aid. They had 
taken 43 sick and injured persons 
to hospitals in our ambulances, 
treated 195 in our dispensary and 
taken care of 247 in their homes. 

They help teach Catechism by 
mail—spending hours to mark 
examination papers—and in per- 
son, going to out-of-the-way places 
to meet many children. They had 
brought movies to the people 
many places in this part of the 
world, sometimes taking a gener- 
ator along with them. It isn’t 
everywhere they find electricity. 
The films were provided through 
the zealousness of the National 
Film Board. They brought books 
to distant people. They have a 
thousand good books and now 
plan to acquire a “bookmobile” 
which will go anywhere, over any 


want to read. Incidentally they 
travel thousands of miles every 
month, though they never go far 
away. 

“Don’t get the idea”, Trudi 
warns,” that we are working 
alone. We have been fortunate 
enough to gain the attention — 
and the full co-operation of many 
friends and many organizations. 
I would like to mention Miss 
Kathryn Farmer, Combermere’s 
best known woman citizen, Mr. 
G. H. Miller of the Ontario De- 
partment of Education, Mr. Frank 
Dench of the Department of 
Agriculture, and many other, in- 
cluding officials and.members of 
the Red Cross, the Women’s In- 
stitute, the Home and School As- 
sociation, the 4-H clubs, and 
various other civic organizations. 
Without their aid we would have 
been able to do little. Without 
them we certainly would not have 
been able to start our Rural Com- 
munity Night School.” 

This school, which began as an 





|toothachers are so fond of them 
| they do not want to go into the 
| office across the corridor when 
|their names are called. Let the 
‘tooth ache until after the film, 
|they say. But they are lead 
|gently, and the teeth are — also 
|gently — yanked out. 

Sometimes a little girl or a little 
| boy, in more panic than pain, be- 
| gins to scream when he sees some 
|of Dr. Pelosa’s shiny instruments. 
| At such times the Staff Worker, 
| Mary Davis, increases the sound 
volume, drowning out the 
screams. The children who still 


be frightened. 

The deluxe dentists, having 
spent their entire Christmas holi-| 
days in working day and night— 
and late into the night— are un- 
happy because they must return 
to Toronto. 

“But we'll be back as soon as 
possible”. Dr. Pelosa promised,” 
and with another load of equip- 
ment. I think I know where I can| 
get it. The Madonna House Rural | 
Apostolate is going to have a real 
dental clinic”’. 

How can one thank the Lord 
sufficiently for such men? 

The Seven Joys 





that Catherine had appointed 
Trudi Cortens to take charge of 
the Rural Apostolate. I might have 


have to make their visits must not | 


idea in June, opened classes in 
agriculture, sewing, home-nurs- 
ing, and typing, in the last week of 
September. Miss Beaudoin taught 
the home-nursing class. Two Staff 
Workers of Madonna House were 
recruited for other classes. Kath- 
leen O’Herin was in charge of the 
advanced sewing class in Palmer 
Rapids. And Aster Jednyak took 
over the typing class in Comber- 
mere. 
Mrs. Julia Townsend had the 
“sewing beginners’ class” in 
Barry’s Bay; Miss Helen Kern the 
intermediate sewing class also in 
Barry’s Bay; Mrs. Beatrice Lentz 
of Quadeville took over the begin- 
ning sewing class in Palmer Rap- 
ids; and James R. McGregor of 


|Douglas helped give the class in 


agriculture. 


That Wind Up 

The Committee in charge con- 
sisted of Miss Cortens, Miss 
Farmer, Assistant chairman, Miss 
Beaudoin, secretary, Mrs. Char- 
lotte Hoare, treasurer. The mem- 
bers were Mrs. Thomas Ryan, Mr. 
Gerald Ryan, and Mrs. Leonard 
Guilck ~ of Palmer’ Rapids; 
Mrs. Bernice Boehme and Mary 
Ann Gilmore of Combermere, Mrs. 
Jean Richter of Purdy, Mrs. 


In the Love Letter I mentioned| Beatrice Lentz, Mrs. Bernard Gu- 


toskie and Miss Margaret Cybul- 
|skie of Barry’s Bay. 


On Dec. 16th the “wind up” 





added that she gave Trudi four 
assistants, regular Staff Workers, 
and all of them dedicated to the 
ideals of Madonna House; Mary 
Jean Beaudoin, Irene Chauvin, 
Mary Ann Gilmore, and Ann 
Chapman. Recently Catherine 
added our expert gardeners to 
these five, Mary Davis and San- 
dra Woods. So now there are sev- 
en. They form a separate organ- 
ization in the Madonna House 
family. And are affectionately 
known as “the seven joys of) 
Mary.” Come Spring, however, | 
Mary Davis and Sandra Woods) 
will go back to their world of 
growing flowers for the altars. 
Mary Beaudoin and _ Irene 
Chauvin, registered nurses, are! 
working, at this writing, with the, 
visiting orthodontists. But they) 
have many other duties, Miss 
Beaudoin has taken care of the 
children in seven schools during 
this year; and expects to have a 
number of other schools .to visit, 
next year. Miss Chauvin is on) 
emergency call for work in the 
hospital at Barry’s Bay. 
In a report made to His Excel-| 
lency, Bishop W. J. Smith of 
Pembroke, some weeks ago, Miss) 
Cortens listed some of her activ-| 
ities. Her apostolate had made) 
three parish surveys, visiting 








Party, to celebrate the end of the 
first school year, was held in the 
parish hall in Combermere. Each 


particular class put on a “Skit”; 
|some of them funny; some of 


them profoundly effective. There a: 


were a number of fashion parades. 
|The women’ exhibited beautiful 
clothing they had made—and Mrs. 
|Townsend’s group sang a song 
about themselves to the tune of 
“Old MacDonald hada Farm.” 
Listen: . 
Mrs. Towsend had a class; 
ee, i, ee, i, 0; . 
And at this class she had some 
gals 
Who didn’t know how to sew— 
With a snip, snip, here, 
And a clip, clip there, 
Here a snip, there a clip, 
Everywhere a snip clip— 
Mrs. Townsend had a class; 
ee, i, ee, i, 0; 


Mrs. Townsend and her class 
Started at the skirts 

And when they tried to fit them on 
They nearly died with mirth. 
Here a bulge and there a sag 
That made one look like a potato 


ag, - 
With a snip, snip, here, 
And a clip, clip there, 
Here a snip, there a clip, 
Everywhere a snip clip— 


roads, to any place where people} 


Mrs. Townsend had a class; 
ee, i, ee, i, 0; 

They had to rip them all apart: 
ee, i, ee, i, O. 
ee, i, eg,.i, 0. 

So here we are in our creations, 
ee, i, ee, i, 0. 

Wools and worsteds, plaids and 
plains, 

Denims and checks, 
pains, 

Snip and clip and rip and sew; 

Now we are at the fashion show, 

Because we learned to sew! 
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Staff Worker, Trudi Cortens, at 
present Director of the Rural 
Apostolate team, has been ap- 
pointed to be the new Local Di- 
rector of the proposed foundation 
on the Island of Carriacou in the 
West Indies. Our best wishes ac- 
company her in this new lay 
mission foundation. 

The burse of Our Lady of the 
Islands which will help establish 
the three young women who are 
going there requires a tital of 
$5000 to cover their transporta- 
tion and establishment of the 
unit. 

To date, the amount sent in 
iby our good friends and bene- 
ifactors totals around $2000. 

Our “Eddie-tor’, Eddie Do- 
herty, is spending several weeks 
in Balmorhea, Texas. On his trip, 
{he learned that the edition of 
|“Fabiola” which he worked on 
several years ago has been trans- 
lated into Chinese. 

Staff Worker, Bill Murphy, is 
spending several weeks in the 
Oblate Missions on Vancouver 
Island. 

Rejeanne George has a tempo- 
rary appointment to Stella Maris 
in Portland, Oregon. 

Shirley DeWitt has been ap- 
pointed to act as secretary in New 
York City in the Institute of 
Inter-Cultural Communications 
of the Latin American apostolate 
for over a year. 

Paul Lussier is spending sever- 
al weeks at Madonna House. Al 
Osterberger is having his first 
field experience in a temporary 
appointment at Marian Centre in 
Edmonton. 

Mary Kay Rowland, the Direc- 
tor of the Portland, Oregon house 
is spending her holidays in Com- 
bermere. 

Two men and four women be- 
came Staff Worker Applicants on 
the feast of the Epiphany, Janu- 
ary 6. 

We wish to extend our sym- 
pathy and prayers to Marite 
Langlois on the ‘occasion of the 
death of her mother. 

Father Patrick, O.F.M. Cap. 
conducted a_ visitation of the 
Third Order Franciscans. 

Father Callahan gave a couple 
of lay men’s retreats in St. Nor- 
bert, Manitoba. 

We hope that you too have your 
blessed candles from Candlemas 
Day which may be used on many 
occasions during the year, major 
feasts and the like, and not re- 
served solely for sickness. 


OUT AT 
MARY'S DALE 


By Mary Dale 


aches and 


























Well, at last it has happened! 
Marie, finally, gave the little girls 
a complete haircut. She really 
must have watched me, closely, 
for the haircuts are just like a 
boy’s haircut. 

“Mama, mama’, cried Therese, 
“Marie cut our hair”. 

I came running, and there, on 
the floor, lay long blonde, curly, 
locks. Therese looked like a boy, 
and poor little Beth looked like 
someone had put a bowl, on her 
head, and cut around it. They 
looked so silly. 

“Marie, why did you do it?” I 


ed. 
“Well, they asked me to do it.” 
she answered. 

Daddy spanked her and said, 
“I guess you would cut off their 
heads, if they asked you.” 

Therese had decided to wear 
overalls, because, it was cold out- 
side. Marie decided to make her 
look like a boy. Why she cut 
Beth’s hair I never found out. 
Everyone was mad at Marie, and 
she was woebegone. Al picked her 
up. 
“Well, Marie I cut off my hair 
more than once, and the other 
boys too. You just gave us some- 
thing to laugh at”. The world 
could use a few more laughs.” 

Did you ever think about the 
beauty of hair? When I came 
home from the hospital, with new 
little Beth, Therese was standing 
in the sun. Her hair-was a mass, 
of golden curls, each strand like 
fine gold, a thing of exquisite 
beauty. Only God, could make 
such glory.-Never again, can hair 
be an ordinary thing, to me. 
That’s why I picked. up the 





golden strands and saved them. 
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LOOKS AT BOOKS 


The Works of Bonaventure, Vol. I, 
Translated from the Latin by 
Jose de Vinck, Docteur en Droit 
of Louvain University, St. An- 
thony Guild Press, Paterson, N.J., 
$4.00, 266 pages. 

At the request of St. Anthony 
Guild Press Dr. Jose de Vinck, 
our good friend and regular con- 
tributor to RESTORATION, has 




















undertaken the monumental 
task of translating the works of 
St. Bonaventure into English. 


Volume one of what promises to 
be a most interesting series con- 
tains the Mystical Opuscula of 
the great Franciscan scholar: 
The Journey of the Mind to God; 
The Triple Way; The Mystical 
Vine; The Tree of Life; On the 
Perfection of Life; Addressed to 
Sisters. Volumes two to six are 
already in advanced preparation 
or in the planning stage and we 
have the Publishers’ assurance 
that the series will be continued. 

St. Bonaventure, the Seraphic 
Doctor, has been one of the 
Church’s greatest expositors of 
the theology of love. Contempo- 





rary and friend of St. Thomas 
| Aquinas, he differs from the An- 
'gelic Doctor by placing greater 
emphasis on will and love than 
on mind and intellection. He com- 
| plements St. Thomas and deserves 
to be widely read and appreciated 
on this Continent. Scholars, 
priests, and all who desire strong 
food to nourish their spiritual life, 
will loudly applaud this coura- 
|geous venture. 

| Dr. de Vinck’s translation, while 
remianing scrupulously faithful 
to the original’s thought, possess- 
es charm, deftness and general 
literary excellence. Definitely a 
master is translating the works 
of a master. We wish this invalu- 
able series, it’s admirable trans- 
lator and it’s worthy. publishers, 
a long and sturdy life. By the 
way, an excellent printing job en- 
hances the beauty of thought and 
form contained in this master- 
piece. 


HOW GOD MADE YOU 


Reviewed by R. George 
By Robert P. Odenwald, M.D. 
P. J. Kennedy & Sons, 
publishers, $2.50 


“Where do I come from, mom- 
my?” “Who made me?” Or, as 
one six-year-old put it, “How was 
I manufactured?” This little book 
has the answer in simple, beauti- 
ful language. 

This is a child’s very own book. 
A book that he can easily under- 
stand. A book he will be able to 
read himself or will love to look 
at while mother or father reads 
it to him. The format is of a 
good size, the printing large and 
clear. Every page has lovely il- 
lustrations to help understand 
the text. 

We know how important it is 
to initiate a child gradually and 
simply into the beauty of the 
mystery of life. We know of the 
misery and suffering that lack of 
such an education can produce. 
But, we are sometimes at a loss in 
finding the right words! Dr. Oden- 
wald knows how to speak a 
child’s language without being 
evasive or insipid. 

He begins by telling the child 
that God created all things in the 
world—stars, plants, birds, ani- 
mals—that everything comes from 
a tiny seed. “In the beginning 
we were jusi little seeds and look 
at us now.” “This tiny seed that 
was you. could not have existed 
except in the place God made 
especially for you. That place was 
inside your mother’s body, under 
her heart”. Isn’t such phrasing 
beautiful in its truthfulness and 
candor 

_The whole book is filled with 
Simplicity and wholesomeness. 
Through it, children, who are so 
impressive, will realize the beauty 
of God’s gift of life. They will be- 
gin to deepen their appreciation 
those God chose to give them 
ife. 


Doctor Odenwald has done a 
Superb work. He understands a 
child’s need to know, and a 
child’s love for beauty. An emi- 
nent psychiatrist, he has written 
another book which should be at 
every parent’s right hand, “Your 
Child’s World”. 

Many of you will recognize the 
illustrator, Mary Reed Newland, 
as the author of the highly com- 
mendable, “We and Our Chil- 
dren”, “The Year and Our Chil- 
dren”, and “The Saints and Our. 
Children” — three books dealing 
with religious education in the 
home. 

“How God Made You” published 
by Kennedy should be available 
at your local bookstores. We can- 





not recommend it too highly. 
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| LIVE ON 
AN ISLAND 


By Catherine Doherty 
PART I 








[ LIVE ON | 
AN ISLAND 


By Catherine Doherty 
PART II 











Living on an island, makes me 
more aware — strange as this 
might seem—of a change of the 
weather. 

Perhaps it is because an island 
is more vulnerable to weather 
than the mainland. Perhaps it is 
because it is surrounded by water, 
and the face of water generally 
reflects the state of skies. and 
weather more violently . . more 
deeply ... 

Be it as it may, I notice rain 
more on my island than I do on 
the mainland. And I have learned 
to distinguish many kinds of 
rain, since I’ve come to live on 


Living on an island makes me 
understand better that my weak- 
ness is God’s strength, for, in a 
manner of speaking, it does not 
present any obstacles to His using 
me as an instrument of His de- 
sign and His grace. 

From my island I can see the 
mainland quite easily. In the day 
time, especially when the sun 
shines brightly, the white build- 
ings of Madonna House proper 
glisten in the sun like gems set 
in the green of the fields and en- 
circled by the blue of the Mada- 
waska River. They are surrounded 
by many other houses and cot- 


That night, when I returned 


from the ceremony, 


baubles around about the crib— 


Yes, it was a full year. Each day 


some RCAF crew were making a 


back to the|with angels that I collect year in|brought home that little things) recent flight from an isolated spot 


quiet of my island, it seemed to and year out singing to Him and done for Christ allow Him to bor-| in the North West Territories. As 
the two vigil lights burning for|row us, to mix Himself up with|soon as they took off they made 
the Pope and the Church .. . just}us, and so do big things we had bets as to the time of their ar- 
ness is God’s strength, and that|/to remind Him... that they need|never imagined. Who would have rival in Whitehorse. Our friend 
He has used you, in His infinite|His help more than ever this|imagined that the Legion would|/had promised to give the money 


whisper to me, “Now you know for 
sure that your tremendous weak- 


| 


mercy, to create the humble! 
apostolate of Madonna House, to| 
further the loving ends of His 
Father, through the Holy Ghost 
and our Blessed Lady of Com- 
bermere. | 

“Arise, and bow low, as is the 


home-made 


coming new year. 

On a dresser stands my little 
Christmas tree. Fresh from — 
forest. Smelling sweet. Decorated | 
only with tinsel and colored bulbs. | 

On the big table laden with 
goodies that 


at the University? 

Little things. Such as those 
phone calls, which came in such 
numbers and from so many 
sources and about so many differ- 


ibe so enthusiastically established| to Maryhouse if he won. He had 


| kept his promise. When they land- 
ed in Whitehorse he was closest to 
the exact time and collected the 
| pool of eight dollars which he had 
|turned over to me. When I asked 


the|ent things. They came because we|/him if there was anyone else I 


custom of your people in Russia, | Staff lovingly supply—they baked | had an ad in the yellow pages for | could thank for this donation he 
and thank Him, for the unfath-|each themselves—stand two big the first time. But more than that,|smiled and said, “Yes, you could 


omable privilege of His choice! 

This I did. For the whisper of| 
my island was very clear in my 
ears. Yes, I have a very wise island. | 
It teaches me, very simply, the) 
tremendous truths of our faith. 


each and everyone of you dear| 
readers. | 

The mantlepiece has four | 
slender candles around another) 


iwhite candles. They are lit for|they came as our means of sanc-|thank the good Lord for bringing 


tification. You know that surely us safely home.” 


when for the fifth time in the 
course of a day you are asked for 
another phone number “which I 


little beautiful tiny crib, a gift}can’t find anywhere in the book”. 


‘from Germany. These burn for|/But the ad has been worth it in 





| LIVE ON 


On the window sill a big fat white) 
candle burns for the wayfarer . .| 
and all the “lonely and sick’ of| 


the Church of Silence everywhere. many ways. 


Last our converts. Perhaps we 
had some 25 up till July. The pres- 


ent fall class is not finished, so 


we had 25 in six months. God 


| Mr. Thompson, superintendent 
iof schools in the Yukon, came 
\over One afternoon with a sub- 
stantial cheque from the AOTS 
(As One That Serves), a men’s or- 
|ganization at the United Church. 
(“We would like you to use this 
;money for your children’s Christ- 
mas party,” said Mr. Thompson, 
the president of the AOFS. Each 


‘the world who are seeking God. 
| Vigil of Lights 

Before Our Lady’s painting... 
a blue vigil light flickers, for all| 


AN ISLAND 


By Catherine Doherty 
PART III 


my island. 
Rain In Springtime 
There is the soft warm spring 


tages that form the heart of our 
apostolate here. 
Night Lights 


means this Legion of His mother’s | ‘ 
to do greater things yet. First this | 2°" ST oe i 


; ; festival early in December and 
means fuller instruction actually | . 
given by the the proceeds from the silver col 





rain, that barely ruffles the sur- 
face of the river, but seems to 
fall into it, blending almost im- 
mediately with its swift or lazy 
currents. The soft spring rain 
that makes things grow, and that 





seems to bring forth more rapidly 
than sun does, the green of the| 
trees . . . and the little blades of| 
grass that so eagerly pierce the} 
earth to start once more making} 
for it the green quilt of summer. 

It makes me think of the gentle 
rain of graces, that constantly 
fall from the Lord, through the 
hands of Mary, into the soul of 
man. Always renewing . . bring- 
ing to life . . . the Divine Life in 
our souls, where the winters of 
discontent, temptations, and 
storms forever are playing havoc. 

The violent rains, that fall 
from the skies during summer 
storms, pelting the waters of my 
river relentlessly, as if wishing to 
wound or hurt it. . wounding the 
earth too... leaving it scarred 
with shallow or deep gullies . . 
flattening the grass and breaking 
the flowers . . . and often by their 
sheer weight, breaking also 
branches of new slender trees and 
bushes. 





Rain in the Fall 
These rains remind me of the 
temptations that men do not 


fight off . .. that pounce upon 
them suddenly with great vio- 
lence, leaving scars in their souls 

. until once again the gentle 
rain of graces makes them whole 
again. 

The steady cold rains that fall 
like a sheet of water from low 
black clouds . . fall relentlessly, 
day after day, not with the gentle 
song of the spring rains . . . nor 
with the roaring sounds of the 
rains of summer storms, but with 
a mournful dirge, a strange sort 
of moaning, that sets human 
nerves on edge, and makes one 
think of souls in torment, crying 
in the night ... endless tears 
about lost youth, lost innocence 
and lost.loves.. 

It makes me think of heaven 
weeping over such souls . . makes 
me think of death . . . but not 
of the shining beautiful death, of 
souls in the state of grace. . but 
of souls dying in mortal sin. 
There is a hopeless quality about 
rains like that .. that bring 
thoughts of hell. . . the only place 
I know without hope, with the 
exception of souls of men who live 
in despair, and therefore al- 
ready in hell. 

And the Deadly Rain 

It is when those late autumn 
rains fall. . through what appears 
to me to be endless days and 
nights, that I understand the 
enormity, or perhaps just begin to 
understand the enormity, of mor- 
tal sin . . . its hopelessness and 
torment. 

These are the nights, also, when 
I understand a little better, per- 
haps, the pain of Christ in Geth- 
semani, and the need for atone- 
ment. The nights when I cannot 
sleep and almost cannot pray. 
These are the nights when I of- 
fer my sleeplessness, my pain, 
the strange agony that fills me, 
and the burning desire for atone- 
ment that sears me, to the Lord 
of Hosts .. 

Often, in the depths of such 
nights, it seems to me that the 
souls of such men are rocky is- 
lands, lashed by the autumn 
rains, that have broken the bridge 
of charity that united them to 
God, to other islands, and to the 
mainland. And I rejoice that my 
little crooked bridge, by the grace 
of God and His mercy, still stands 
intact. 

Yes, since I have come to live 
on my island, I have found that 
there are rains .. . and rains. . 
and that each teaches me the 


At night the gem-like quality is 
enhanced when all the lights are 
shining through the many win- 
dows, creating the impression, 
which is not too erroneous, that 
“Madonna House” is really a little 
village of its own. 

For consider. here is the main 
big building, housing the libra- 
ries, the chapel, the kitchen and 
the dining room or community} 
room, and the priests’ quarters. 

There is St. Clare’s, a little 
wooden cabin that is reserved for 
guests in the winter and for Staff 
Workers who have been over-work- 
ed and need a little rest over a 
weekend or two . 

There is St. Veronica’s, which 
now serves as an apostolic shop. 
We call it a P.X. Here we sell 
many of the beautiful things 
that come to us through donations 
of our good friends, and some of 
our own handicraft. The money 
from these proceedings goes to 
pay for the ambulances that take 
the sick poor to the hospital. 

There is the rather large build- 
ing that almost dwarfs Madonna 
House itself, which we have named 
St. Goupil’s for one of the Jesuit 
martyrs, the layman who accom- 
panied them. He who was killed 
near Auriesville, N.Y. We have a 
great devotion to him. In St. 
Goupil’s are located the dormi- 
tories of our senior staff, the 
laundry, the handicraft room, the 
sewing room, as well as the work- 
shop of the men, in its roomy 
basement. 

Lights A Mile Away 

A little further is St. Peter’s, 
another wooden cabin originally 
built for priests. They outgrew it. 
It now houses our Working 
Guests. 

Not far from this is Blessed 
Martin’s Cottage, which compris- 
es our dispensary and our sick- 
bay. 

And still a little further, on a 
little hill, is St. Martha’s where 
our offices are located; where 
“Restoration”, cur monthly paper, 
has its home; and where more 
Staff Workers live, also in dormi- 
tory style. 

The basement of St. Martha’s is 
a clothing room which half the 
countryside comes to constantly 
for much needed clothing. 

From my island I can see even 
further than that. I can see Car- 
mel Hill, a farm that belongs to 
us. It is a mile or more away, on 
the top of a mountain. This is the 
home of the men Staff Workers 
of Madonna House. In the night, 
a cozy light twinkles from the old 
farm house. 

Not with my bodily eyes; but 
with the eyes of my soul and mind, 
I can see even further—five miles 
south—our large working farm, 
which we named after St. Bene- 
dict and his gentle sons. 

Lights of the Lord 

Three miles northeast is located 
St. Anne’s, where the female 
Working Guests and Visiting 
Volunteers, who are looking over 
this vocation of ours reside, also 
in a converted farmhouse. 

Thus it happens that each time 
I look out of my window, I can be- 
hold the works of the Lord, for it 
would be foolish for me—even 
for one instant, to think that I 
had done much to create this 
rather vast apostolate. 

There is no human being living 
that could say that. Mv island 
teaches me that we are all simply 
instruments in God’s hands. I 
am not a very good instrument. 
I am a rather poor one. offering 
Him only my flaming desire to 
be an obedient pliant instrument 
of His love and His will. 

Especially this truth — this 
simple awesome _ truth—was 
brought to me forcibly when I re- 
ceived, recently on December 8th, 
a great honor from’ the Pone, 
through our good bishop, the 
Most Reverend William J. Smith 
of Pembroke. 

On the night of that glorious 
feastday of our Lady’s, the medal 
was presented to me in our Parish 
Church, which I also see clearly 








verities of God anew! 


from my little island. 


|mere was 
|temperature around twelve be- 











The memories of Christmas,| 
still fill my heart, as I write this) 
on the eve of Epiphany — for 
Restoration’s dead line is the 
tenth of each PREVIOUS month 

Christmas day in all Comber- 
crisp and cold, the 


low. The green pines and fil 
trees, were silent with the silence 
of recollection and expectation. 
Not a needle on_ their 
branches moved! Not a thimble 
full of the heavy snow that deco- 
rated each branch, fell! The skies 
were clear, light blue, the special | 
winter blue, that is seen only in| 
the North. 

The grounds of Madonna House 
were crisscrossed with paths, that 
made an intricate pattern of 
shadows and lights both under 
the brilliant moon and the winter 
sun. 

The path to my bridge was 
wide. The snow crunched gaily 
even under the soft mukluks I 
wear. The bridge itself was a| 
thing of unsurpassing beauty. Es-| 
pecially in the evening, when the| 
moon made lacy patterns of its) 
railings. In the middle of it, I had 
an old fashioned barn lantern 
hanging—that shed its soft light 
far across the river—a token of 
my love to the lonely travellers 
and pilgrims of life—for whom I 
pray too as I cross and recross 





/those who have helped us through | 


the years. Our benefactors. Before 
St. Catherine of Sienna, a golden 
light burns, for the souls in 
Purgatory. Before St. Franci 
another—for the Missions. . 
our Apostolate. 

Yes, had you walked in with me 
to my isba on the Holy Night. . 
ou would have truly seen THE 
CANDLES PRAY. 

Just to sit down and watch 
them and the humble yet gay 


an 


regal scene they illuminate is to know)! 
ystery Of|Increase our faith that we may|Wwith the bread in a short time 


a little bit better the m 
Christmas . . of Love becoming a 
Child for the love of us. 

Truly it is a SILENT NIGHT... 
A HALLOWED NIGHT... AsI 


prayed the psalms of the day . .| 
I 


how beautiful these are too. . 
wondered . . about people every- 
where and hoped that each was on 
his own island . . all connected 
with the bridge of love with one 
another . . all filled with the song 
of the Silent Holy Night . . and the 
graces of Him who chose to be 
born on it. 


1960 in Review 


| By Thurston Smith 














| 

Marian Centre, Edmonton, Al- 
berta—It was a busy year. In our 
window we had Salvador Dali, an 





my bridge. 
Before the outdoor shrine of St. 
Francis, a tall candle _ stuck 


simply in the snow burned well. 
I put it there — to remind St. 
Francis to pray for all those who 
have asked me to pray for them 
on this Holy Night. I am sure he 
does, for the candle burns through 
the night—a glow in the dark of 
it. 

St. Catherine’s Hermitage—did 
I tell you, that this was my “isba’s 
—cottage” name?—was decorated 
by God and man. White and 
sparkling was the even snow that 
covered its dark roof. Shining too 
—were the long icicles that hang 


all around about it, from the 
roof’s edges. 
Frosted in intricate designs 


were the wide windows, yet allow- 
ing one to see the frolicking 
golden angels I had pasted on 
them from the inside. The beauti- 
ful heavy hand-made oak door, 
was framed in multi-colored 
lights—and the steps covered with | 
a slight film of snow, for it is 
often swept — made a fairy-like 
jewel out of an humble log cabin. 
Candles and Lights—Pray 

Do you love candles and vigil 
lights. I do. Because candles are 
symbols of Christ the light. Ever 
since I was a child, candles fasci- 
nated me. The more so that in my 
time there were no_ colored 
candles, except to put on the 
Christmas trees—yes I grew up in 
the era of candles on a Christmas 
tree, and are they wonderful! Soft 
... twinkling ... shining... sing- 
ing .. . their living song to the 
Christ Child even as they burn 
themselves out for Him. 

But otherwise there were no 
colored table candles, always wax 
ones .. and usually made at home 
by ourselves. 

Never did mother light a candle 
be it for a Holy Day... or just 
a party—but it was lit for the 
intention of someone. Had you 
come to our home of a 
Christmas night — candle light 
would greet you from every 
corner of it. 

There were the two vigil lights, 
green and red, before the little 
crib on top of my business files. 
I always have my crib there. One 
can arrange the files large and 
small to look like the hills of 
Bethlehem, by covering them with 
a dark brown greenish material. 
I had this little crib of mine for 
eons and I love the set. 

This year it seemed to me that 
the little Infant would enjoy gay 
colorful Christmas tree balls. The 
fragile glass things all children 
love. The world was kind of 
dreary and dark. . so to cheer 
Him up . . I put a lot of those gay 


expose of Communism and the 
| Jesse tree. Over that blessed (or 
cursed?) invention of Alexander 
Bell’s, we had at least triple the 
number of calls from the year 
previous. And into the chapel- 
cum-auditorium, came hundreds 


tend Holy Mass, twice weekly to 
attend to overflowing the popular 
instruction classes of Father 
Butts. 

What are the highlights at the 
C.I.C. Edmonton in review? Per- 
haps, we hope, they are the low- 
lights,- the guide-lights to ever | 
greater progress, ever wider ex-) 
tension of this tremendously po-| 
tential apostolate in 1961. We (it 
is still the editorial we, for one | 
staffer works here, with the as-| 
sistance of 14 members of the Le-| 
gion of Mary, and at least three} 
part time dedicated helpers) hope 
so. For 1961 should perhaps see 
us further along in our dream of 
having our own building, our own 
large and adequate building for 
the varied services of an Informa- 
tion Centre. 

Certainly the visit of Douglas 
Hyde in October was a highlight. 
Some 1200 people turned out to 
hear him speak on “Communist 
Global Strategy” at the Auditori- 
um. As for myself, I learned for 
the first time what it is to face 
and speak to a crowd like that. 
Hyde was worth all the work put 
into this lecture. He told us that 
unless we of the west develop the 
idea of service to all the emerging 
nations of the world, we might as 
well pack up now. For the Com- 
munists possess the zeal of the 
first Christians, zeal gone awry, 
but united with one purpose in 
mind. 

Another highlight would cer- 
tainly be the Legion of Mary 
Catholic Information booth at the 
Exhibition. Well organized, lots 
of volunteer helpers, some 20,000 

ieces of literature given out, ac- 
ive recruits gained for the Legion 
of Mary. Thousands saw us there 
who next year may even approach 
the booth, perhaps to examine 
the chart there describing the tri- 
umph of the Church. 

Those Legion recruits. They 
provided the nucleus for the for- 
mation of a new praesidium at the 
University of Alberta this last 
November. What an enthusiastic 
and zealous group they already 
have, and bode to have in the 
years ahead! Please pray, dear 
reader, that these young vigorous 
student apostles of Our Lady may 
be true to her and to Christ, that 
agnosticism and atheism may be 
thrown from their thrones on this 
campus. 








and hundreds more, daily to at-| 


legionary. But it 
| 
|diversification of work for 
jample, much of it waiting on 
{newer and larger quarters. Pray 


us in the market place! 
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Come, Holy Ghost 


| 


By Andrew Wolikowski 








understand 

| with the clear vision 

that the will of God for us is better 
|than the fulfillment of our own 
most cherished desires. 


Induce in our hearts the hope 

of eternal salvation for each one 
of us 

and extend this hope even to our 
earthly lives 

in the uniting vision of mankind 

reborn in Christ. 


Above all increase our charity 
that we might be detached 
of all things which do not lead to 
ee; 
That we might be evermore 
faithful 
in our friendship to Jesus; 


And that, looking always to Him 
as our Leader 
we may grow in the maturity 





another, 

recognizing in a brother 

}a true child of God. 

'My Lord God, let me be 

}an evermore helpful instrument 

‘in the fulfillment of my friend’s 
destiny 

such as You, our Father, 

/have in Mind for him. 


Yukon Yule 


By M. Legris 
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Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon 
—lIt is very difficult to write about 
Christmas until it is past... 
each year it is similar, but it al- 
ways has very interesting varia- 
tions. I may be late writing 
about it but it is still the Christ- 
mas season and we all try to keep 
Christmas in our heart the year 
around so it doesn’t matter if we 
write about it in December or 
February. 

This was my seventh Christmas 
in the Yukon. Each year it has 
been wonderful, but this year it 
was more wonderful than ever. 
Each year there has _ been our 
party for the Indian children; 
this year it, too, was bigger and 
better than ever. Even Mrs. Col- 
lins, the Commissioner’s wife, 
who comes every year to help 
serve the food to the children 
said she wouldn’t miss it for any- 
thing. 

But I didn’t intend to mention 
the party in detail but want to 
just relate a few incidents that 
happened here and there during 
the festive season to show how 
good and generous people are. 

One evening while Terry Ri- 
chaud was getting supper for our 
hostel guests at St. Catherine’s 
an Air Force chap suddenly ap- 
peared in the kitchen and hand- 
ed her a big duck. It was frozen 
but otherwise all ready for the 
roast pan. He said, “I can’t tell 
you a thing about this duck ex: 
cept that Maryhouse won it in a 
draw and I have been asked to 
deliver it to you. Someone must 
have put your name on a ticket.” 
Terry wasn’t too surprised for she 
is used to such things happening 
here, but she thanked him and 
he departed. We are still none 
the wiser about the duck. 

A few days later when I an- 
swered the door, an Air Force 
chap handed me a box of cloth- 
ing and then he put his hand into 
his pocket and pulled out some 
bills and deposited them in my 
hand saying, “I might as well give 
you this while I am here.” He and 


means other things too, greater 
e 


x- | 


lection are used for Christmas 
|treats for the children. 


The driver of a local bakery 
‘truck dropped in yesterday to see 


| 


S —/that 1961 may be a good year for |if we could use a hundred rolls 


|of bread. He had tried to contact 
jus by phone but couldn’t get us 
|but he took the trouble to drive 
over which was quite nice of him. 
I assured him we could use the 


}| bread and I knew exactly where 


| I would take it. I know quite a few 
|homes where a donation of bread 
lis more than welcome. He came 


jand it didn’t take long to distri- 
|bute it to the needy. Our friend, 
the baker, doesn’t limit his gifts 
of bread to the Christmas season 
only. He visits us regularly and 
leaves plenty, not only bread but 
often all kinds of nice pastry. 


More Benefactors 


These are only a very few of the 
people who helped at Christmas. 
Bishop Coudert, the clergy, the 
sisters, many sub-divisions of the 
CWL, the Holy Name Society, the 
|stores, families, and individuals 





jin the Yukon and out of the Yu- 
|kon literally showered us with 
| prayers, season’s greetings, good 
|delicious food, and gift subscrip- 
tions. We will long remember 

This morning a_ well-dressed 
elderly man brought us some 


| wishes, gifts of money, gifts of 
them. 
clothing for the needy. They were 


of our mutual friendship for one|in a Gladstone bag which he said 


|we could keep. When I asked him 
\if he had a nice Christmas he 
answered, “It was a grand Christ- 
mas for me, but there are so many 
thousands of people in the world 
who don’t know the true mean- 
ing of it. They associate Christ- 
mas with liquor and miss all that 
is beautiful and joyous about it. 
They do not know how to celebrate 
Our Saviour’s birth’. He shook 
hands with me and wished me a 
happy New Year. 

And to you, dear readers, I wish 
you a happy and peaceful New 
Year and please help us to thank 
God for his goodness and gener- 
osity to us through all you won- 
derful people. And help us to 
thank Him for the gift of Himself. 





On the 
Whiteness of White 


By Jose de Vinck 











There are mysteries in nature 
which point, with direct symbol- 
ism, to its Creator. 


The colors of the rainbow, for 
instance. If we place them in the 
right proportion on a paper disk, 
and make this disk rotate rapid- 
ly, the colors will disappear, and 
the disk will be seen as white. How 
could this happen What has be- 
come of the dark colors, the in- 
digo, the red? Why don’t we have 
an unpleasant grayish mixture? 
Because each separate color re- 
flects only part of the light it 
receives. But when all colors are 
combined, all parts of light are 
reflected together, and complete 
light, when reflected, is pure 
white; pure, utter simplicity. 

Of course this is no physical 
explanation of the Trinity, but it 
is a striking symbol of the fact 
that there is no absolute contra- 
diction between oneness and dis- 
tinction: since all the colors com- 
bined result in the pure unity of 
white, there is no logical impos- 
sibility in all three Persons of 
God resulting in the One God. 


The Trinity of God is not 
|against reason: it is above reason; 
and these creatures of God, Light 
and Color, tell us, in their humble 
way, that we may believe in It. 
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THE FAMILY 
APOSTOLATE 


Rev. John T. Callahan 











Our Holy Father, Pope John 
XXIII, had some interesting re- 
marks to make concerning family 
sanctity in an address which he 
gave early last December to dele- 
gates attending the Tenth Na- 
tional Congress of Italian Wo- 
men’s Centers. He said: “The 
family is the gift of God. It im- 
plies a vocation which comes from 
heaven. It is the source of a true 
and good education.” 

He described a mother as “a 
person to whom our respect is 
shown. The role of a mother when 
it encourages and implores stays 
in the hearts of her children and 
is never forgotten. Only God 
knows the good that is done by 
that voice and its value to the 
Church and to human society” 

There is an excellent new book 
specifically written to help par- 
ents teach sex education to their 
children. It is reveiwed elsewhere 
in this issue. The name of the book 
is: “HOW GOD MADE US” by 
Dr. Robert P. Odenwald, M.D., 
published by P. J. Kenedy & Sons 
and the price is $2.50. 

During Christmastime I saw 
an interesting family project of 
making your own stained glass 
windows with religious and sea- 
sonal themes. The sheet is already 
printed and blocked out and is 
then treated with mineral oil. 
Crayons are used and when past- 
ed on the window it makes a very 
cheerful and colorful display. The 
booklet is put out by: Stained 
Glass Coloring Art, 21415 W. 
Greenfield, Waukesha, Wisconsin. 

To continue with our quoted 
material from MASTER ‘YOUR 
TENSIONS AND ENJOY LIVING 
AGAIN by George Stevenson, 
M.D., and Harry Milt, published 
by Prentice-Hall with the permis- 
sion of the publishers, we sub- 
scribe to the following advice: 

Have You Forgotten Your Own 
Childhood? 

“Parents sometimes say: ‘Why 
do my children have so many 
problems? I never did when I was 
a child.’ 

“Parents forget. They remem- 
ber mostly the fun and the pleas- 
ant time they had as children. 
They forget, or at least they push 
out of their memory, the pain and 
the heartache, the worry and the 
fear. They find it hard to believe 
that they didn’t always have the 
courage, strength, and sureness 
about themselves and about life, 
which they now have as grown- 
ups. They find it hard to remem- 
ber how they fumbled and faltered 
and made mistakes when they 
were children. And then, view- 
ing themselves as they are now, 
they expect their children to be 
like them, to have the same high 
standards, to have the same good 
judgment, the same good habits, 
the same wisdom. 

“They boast so proudly that 
their little boy is ‘a little man,’ 
and try to make him live up to 
that title, when all he is IS a 
little boy, wanting to be just 
that and finding it enough of a 
struggle to be just that and 
nothing more. 

“They became so disappoint- 
ed and disapproving if their 
‘little man’ cries when he falls, 
runs away when someone hits 
him, comes running home to 
Mamma when teacher scolds 
him. And they become so angry 
and upset when their older boy 
or girl has a slump in school work, 
or lets things slide, or gets into a 
fight or quarrel, forgetting (or 
not wishing to remember) that 
this is what they did, too, when 
they were youngsters. 

“Put yourself, if you can, in 
the place of an infant. For the 
first year of his life he has every- 
thing pretty much his own way— 
fed when he’s hungry, dried when 
he’s wet, rocked and coddled when 
he’s irritable, sung to when he’s 
put to sleep, played with and car- 
ried around when he’s awake. 
Every 
= catered to, nothing asked of 


“But suddenly, things change. 
The do’s and don’ts begin. Eat 
this. Don’t eat that. Don’t throw 
things on-the floor. Start walk- 
ing. Say ‘Mama.’ Don’t wet. Don’t 
cry. Go to sleep. Take that out of 
your mouth. Don’t make such a 
mess. Don’t bite. Stop making so 
much noise. Don’t hit. Say hello. 
Say thank you. Be polite. 

‘To the onlooker, baby may look 
very cute and comical as he 
through the trial and error of 
learning to do the things that 
are expected of him and not to 
do the things he shouldn’t. But 
how does baby feel about it? Baby 
can’t tell us that in words, but 
he can and does through his out- 
ward bodily reactions and through 
his emotional outbursts. Trained 


observers have learned from this 
outward evidence how confusing 
and bewildering it is for a little 
child to distinguish between what 
is wrong and what is right; to find 
out what will win him love and 
what will bring him punishment; 
how to keep from doing the things 
he wants to, but which he has now 
learned are ‘wrong’; how to con- 
trol emotions which, until now, 
he has been permitted to express 
so freely. 

“More difficult, even, is the pro- 
cess of beginning to detach him- 
self from his mother, on whom he 
has been completely dependent; 
to start to think and act for him- 
self; to defend himself and his 
possessions; to go off to nursery 
school and kindergarten by him- 
self; to compete with the new 
baby for his mother’s and father’s 
affection. 

“Every child has to go through 
this. But whether he goes through 
it with relative ease and with a 
minimum of trouble and tension, 
depends to a great extent on the 
attitude of his parents. Difficulty 
and tension are at a minimum 
when the child is surrounded by 
an atmosphere of understanding 
and love, an atmosphere of help- 
fulness, rather than challenge and 
criticism; of guidance, rather than 
forcing and urging. 

“Think how comforting it is 
for you, an adult, to have a wife 
or husband or friend standing by 
you when you're in a difficult situ- 
ation; how good it makes you feel 
to have a kind word of guidance 
and advice; how much stronger 
and more confident it makes you 
feel when you know that the 
people you trust and love are un- 
questioningly behind you. Then 
think of your child ,who is so 
much smaller, so much less ex- 
perienced, so much more frighten- 
ed and uncertain than you. And 
think how much it means to him 
to have your patient, understand- 
ing support, your unquestioning 
love, as he faces new and some- 
times frightening experiences, as 
he gropes for answers, as he 
strives to grow up. 

“Luella was a nervous child, 
excitable young mother. She wor- 
ried if the baby (her only child) 
didn’t finish every drop of milk, 
if he pushed away his vegetables, 
if he slept less than twelve full 
hours, if he fell and hurt himself. 
Her worrying wore her out and 
so she had little patience with the 
child. She scolded and threatened 
and punished. The more she did 
this, the more difficult the child 
became. By the time he was two, 
he was confused, disorganized and 





need taken care of, every|P 


frightened. Next door lived the 
H.’s and their five children. Mrs. 
H. never fussed if the children 
left any food, nor did she get ter- 
ribly excited if any of them skip- 
ped an entire meal. Her philoso- 
phy was: ‘Let them alone—they 
won’t starve,’ and of course they 
didn’t. She had the same easy- 
going attitude about other things 
as well. If her children would 
rather play than take their nap, 
that was all right. When they hurt 
themselves, she comforted them. 
When they were good, she let 
them alone. When they were bad, 
she scolded them. 

“The H. children loved their 
mother. Even when they caught a 
Slap for misbehaving, they got 
over it quickly and came back to 
bask in the warmth and love 
which she radiated. 

“Luella deeply envied her neigh- 
bor. She wished she had Mrs.-H.’s 
sweet, patient temperament. But 
this, she knew, was idle wishing. 
so she decided to do the next best 
thing. If she couldn’t be another 
Mrs. H., she could at least try to 
copy her ways. Very wisely, she 
had a talk with Mrs. H., told her 
about what she was going to try 
to do, and asked Mrs. H. if she 
would help, just by talking with 
her every once in awhile and giv- 
ing her advice and support. Mrs. 
H. cheerfully took on her new 
charge, pouring out to her the 
love which she seemed to have 
in endless supply. 

“Slowly Luella began to change. 
At first she had a hard time curb- 
ing her impulse to shovel food 
into her child, to run after him 
with milk, to scold and slap him 
when he wouldn’t sleep, to pun- 
ish him when he hurt himself. 
But little by little her anxiety 
subsided, her anger lessened, her 
atience increased and the genu- 
‘Ine love she had for her child had 
a much better chance to show 
itself. As she changed, the child 
changed too. He _ became less 
fearful and fidgety, more eager to 
eat and play, less inclined to cry 
at the slightest hurt. 

“Not everyone is as fortunate as 
Luella in having a Mrs. H. to help 
her. But then not everyone needs 
that kind of help. There is still 
such a thing as self-control, and 
parents who are inclined to over- 
react should try to make use of 
it. It may take a great deal of will- 
power to hold back a _ slap or 
angry word, to smile and say a 
kind word instead. But the re- 
ward will certainly come, as your 





child yeep to this treatment 
with a blossoming of confidence 
and self-assurance. As his feeling 


difficulties will disappear, and as 
a result he will give you much less 
cause to be tense. 

“Self control is more than @ 
mere holding-back. It is a posi- 
tive effort to understand and ap- 
preciate. This takes the force out 
of the angry or anxious impulse 
and makes it easier to control.” 
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The pines and spruces and ce- 
dars in the full glare of the sun 
were not just striped. They also 
rippled with ropes and hoops and 
loops of pearls and rubies and 
hyacinths and fire opals and tiny 
blazing zircons. These were the 
candy-sprinkled Christmas tree 
cookies of our kitchen, transform- 
ed and brought to life. 

Wrapped in Sunlight 

The birches and the oaks and 
the maples and the elms, which 
had reminded me of skinny beg- 
gars with arms thrust upward 
in a plea for mercy, and stretched 
out in all directions for what 
charity they. could find, were no 
longer the shivering wretches to 
be pitied. They were gallant 
knights in silver and crystal mail, 
charging joyously up the hillsides, 
jeweled lances and spears and 
swords held aloft in triumph. And 
over them floated Your snow- 
white shining clouds, the banners 
of their Lord! 

Sun-happy blue jays shrieked 
their appreciation and_ their 
thanks. But I was too full of words 
to speak, too full of thoughts to 
think. I was the only silent jay. 

This was a Christmas present 
I had not expected, Lord, and it 
was wrapped exquisitely, even 
divinely! How could I adequately 
have thanked You? 

Yet I could not help but think 
it a lesser present than the one 
You gave me, and my wife, Cath- 
erine, in the parish hall, the 
night of Trudi Cortens’ “windup 
program.” I don’t know which of 
us enjoyed that one more. Per- 
haps it was I; for it was wrapped 
in the light and the _ love of 
Katie’s eyes—and that she could 
not see. 

' The Night School 

Perhaps I had better explain 
this to Your friends. The ‘“wind- 
up” was a show to celebrate the 
end of the first year of our new 
Rural Community Night School, 
and to show the progress that had 
been made. by its pupils. The 
school has classes in sewing, home- 
nursing, typing, and agriculture, 
and over a hundred _ students. 
Each class had some sort of skit 
to stage — except Agriculture, 
which seemed content to have 
our Mike Fagan, its representa- 
tive, entertain the audience all 
during the program with his 
beautiful Irish tenor voice. 

The school was created with 
the generous help and co-opera- 
tion of Miss Kathryn Farmer of 
Combermere, and the assistance 
of Mr. G. H. Miller of the Ontario 
Department of Education, and 
Mr. Frank Dench of the Depart- 
ment of Agriculture; and it put 
flesh and blood on one of the 
most cherished of all Your Cath- 
erine’s dreams! 

Only You, Lord, know how 
dear the Rural Apostolate was and 
is to her. Only You know what it 
cost her, and what dividends it 
gave her. Only You know how 
she felt, sitting there in the old 
hall, remembering old days, old 
dreams. 

This Was Her Life 

She came to Combermere ex- 
pressly to start this Apostolate, 
and she nursed it as tenderly as 
she nursed the sick all around us. 
“This is my life,” she used to say. 
“For this did God create me. To 
serve the poor. To bring Him to 
the people; and the people to Him. 
To bring Him to them through 
the agency of His mother, and 
through all the corporal works of 
mercy; and to bring them to Him, 
through Our Lady of Combermere, 
through the women. Once a wo- 
man, a wife or mother, knows and 
loves the Lord, the entire com- 
munity will know and love him.” 

But it was not only spiritually 
she wanted to help. The men 
were overworked and underpaid. 
They had no _ opportunities to 
make a decent living. The wo- 
men were brave and intelligent 
and talented, good wives and 
mothers, excellent workers. They 
could cook, and they could keep 
their houses spotlessly clean. But 
they too were handicapped. 

Some had to stay home all 
winter, doing all the work around 
the house, because their husbands 
spent the winter logging, in far 
off camps. They were isloated, 
helpless, imprisoned. Some had 
no hobbies to brighten their days 
or nights, no arts or crafts, no 
books, and no knowledge of what 
to do when a child was sick and 
no doctor could make his way 
through the drifts. 

“If only I could do something 
to help them to help themselves!” 
Katie used to say. “If only I 











fun out of life, to be more in- 
dependent, to be free, to have 
time for the society of other wo- 
men, to add to their incomes! If 
only I could start a night school 
for them!” 

Trudi’s Inheritance 

The time came when she could 
no longer give the Apostolate the 
attention it demanded. She decid- 
ed to put some of her staff in 
charge of it, women who would 
give it their lives, their love, their 
unceasing efforts. She selected 
Trudi to direct them. 

And now, the night school 
dream Trudi had inherited, had 
come true. The school was alive, 
and calling for her attention — 
like a beloved child who wanted 
to show her warm affection! 

The light that shone out of 
Katie’s eyes was so intense it 
startled me. It shook me. It made 
me as dumb as Your sunburst 
did. Or dumber! 

And there was a beauty in her 
face that had thrilled me before, 
but not too often. Hers is a beauty 
that is always there, but seldom 
really seen. She likes to hide it in 
the grayness of her cares and ob- 
ligations, and in her endless 
chores. She veils it with the 
sombre shades of projects and 
plans and emergencies and urgent 
needs. She conceals it with the 
protective coloration of routine, 
the duty of the moment, the for- 
getfullness of self, and the con- 


stantly growing burden of Ma-| 


donna House. 

It is a rare moment when her 
full beauty is revealed; and I am 
sure You send those moments to 
her, Lord. You say, “Let there be 
light”, as in the first moment of 
creation. And the light streams 
out of her blue eyes, as it does 
from Your sun. Your sunburst 
was as nothing to the light I saw 
in Catherine’s eyes that night— 
and it revealed not the beauty of 
the earth, Lord; but the beauti- 
ful of all Your heavens! 

Merry Christmas, God 

“Look”, she said, talking of the 
women on the stage, “they are 
not only modeling the clothes 
they made—and aren’t they beau- 
tiful clothes?—but they are act- 
ing! They love it! They are not 
only actresses, they are comedi- 
ennes. I love them!” 

Thank You, God, for letting her 
see some of the fruits of her long 
years in the Apostolate. It was 
something she had never expected 
to see while she lived. And I know 
with what fervor she thanked 
You. I saw her love and gratitude 
in that lovely light; and I liked it 
better than the glitter of the trees, 
the shimmer of the snow in the 
road and my funny-looking tracks, 
the glory of the clouds, and the 
shrieking of the jays. 

And thank You for letting me 
see her delight. I am only a jay; 
but Iam a_ grateful jay even 
though I do not shriek; and, in 
my own narrow and mean little 
way, I love You more than any 
other jay, in the woods or in the 
air. I love You not too much, but 
all I can. Your Eddie. 

P.S. Thanks also for the golden 
gay new moon tonight, and for 
the great bright star below it. And, 
if I didn’t know this letter would 
not be published until February, 
I’d wish You a Merry Christmas. 
But then, since every day is really 
Christmas, I’ll wish it anyway. A 
Merry Christmas, God; and 
many of them! Eddie. 





One Man's Scrap is 


Another Man's Gold 


By Catherine Doherty 











_ DIGNUM ET JUSTUM EST! It 
is right and proper that we 
should render thanks . . . and I 
most assuredly do, with all my 
heart . . to all those good friends 
of ours across Canada and U.S.A., 
who have contributed so much to 
our Christmas joy, and that of 
thousand of children and adults 
throughout our rural community. 

The reason why I didn’t thank 
all you good folks in our Janu- 
ary “Restoration” is because it is 
only after the holidays that I 
realized the infinite scope of your 
generosity, your kindness, your 
charity. For our Christmas sea- 
son ends with Epiphany—the little 
Christmas . . and by that time, it 
is much too late to write for the 
January issue. 

So, though a little delayed, my 
gratitude has not lost any of its 
warmth or depth. Again I say 
thank you and God bless you all! 

But beggar that I am, I keep 
on asking for the things our 
apostolate needs—and I list them. 
You see, it goes this way — We 
must beg for next year’s Christ- 
mas NOW, because we have to 
start pac in October. There 
are 18 to 30 Fara] seheals to pack 
for. And a growing list of shut- 
ins and poor f es swells our 
files through the year; so we bare- 








ly have time to get everything 
ready for the next joyous season 


of threat diminishes, many of his could teach them how to get more of Christ’s birthday. 








Therefore, while the needs for 
next Christmas are clear in my 
mind—I will jot them down, so 
that if you have occasion 
throughout the year at any time 
to clear your drawers, we will be 
delighted to get the following 
items for NEXT CHRISTMAS .. 
and store them away carefully 
until next October 1st. 

COSTUME JEWELRY. . any 
kind . . always gratefully received 
. . We will have plenty of time to 
sort it now and arrange it neatly 
for next Christmas. 

RELIGIOUS ARTICLES 
rosaries, plaques, pictures to hang 
on the wall. Statues. Crucifixes. 
Holy water fonts. There are still 
so many homes without them, 
and they make such lovely 
Christmas presents. 

TOILET ARTICLES ...soap. . 
tooth paste . . little bottles of 
perfume, or big ones (half-filled 
will do nicely .. Lipstick... 
lipstick . . powder, rouge, hand 
lotion, cold cream, shaving lotions, 
men and women’s talcum powder, 
manicure implements, razor 
blades . . old electrical razors that 
can be fixed (we will do the fix- 
ing) and any other razors. Shav- 
ing soap . . bath salts . . all the 
thousand useless items that glad- 
den the heart of young men and 
women who never have the money 
to buy them. It is only once a 
year that they will get such 
EXTRAVAGANZA! 


+ | 





MISCELLANY .. by this I mean 
the little vases . . the figurines. . 
the odd nice plates . . secular pic- 
tures that you can hang on a 
wall or put around a somewhat 
drab house to cheer it up. Gay 
and unsual plant containers. We 
can plant the plants. The shut-ins 
especially enjoy this. And some- 
times we sell those for the Red 
Cross or some good cause after 
we have put some gay plant in 
it and nursed it to maturity. 
Teapots and teacups. All those 
do-dads and do-hinkies that are 
so dear to the hearts of old and 
young women... I don’t think I 
need describe them _ further. 
Something lovely and pretty and 
different. 

TOYS . . the word covers every- 
thing. Dolls, and cars (big and 
small—new and old, the tiny 
variety you get at the 5 cent 
store.) Any old toys, discarded by 
children, which we could repair 
and paint. Every type of toy is 
welcome, for boys and girls—for 
the baby—and games for the 
teen-agers, and puzzles. And 
books for children of all ages. 
And speaking of books, we wel- 
come those you have read and 
do not wish to keep—not only for 
Christmas but for our bookmobile 
and our many rural schools 
which we are trying to equip with 
good reading material. And the 
parish libraries we are trying to 
start across our countryside. 
Books of all kinds are an all-year- 
round need, if they are good 


reading. 
Outside of Christmas we are 
still begging for ARTIST’S 


MATERIALS, especially oils, oil 
paints, and brushes. And if you 
have any old canvasses to paint 
on—stacked away some place, we 
will be delighted to get them. 

WOOL . remnants thereof. . or 
the odd skein you didn’t use, 
would be most welcome, for that 
is a year-round need. We have 
many friends who knit for us baby 
things and socks and mitts for 
school children, and little 
sweaters. 

And since we used our notions 
up—making sewing baskets for 
Christmas—we would like to get 
the remnants of all your sewing 
material . . anything that you 
clean out from your sewing cor- 
ner will be gratefully received. 
writers, radios, lamps, and 
all kinds of workshop equipment 
are still on the list of our men. 
They always can use these—both 
for the maintenance of the 
apostolate, and for the enjoyment 
of the poor. 

Again, I thank you one and all. 
And I know you will have a happy 
New Year, for charity like yours 
brings forth great blessings! .. . 
from the Lord to whom it is given. 


Operation Adoption 


By Theresa Davis 








Casa Maria Reina, Balmorhea, 
Texas — Upon the suggestion of 
one of our’. benefactors we 
decided to ask a_ few of 
them to adopt one of our poor 
families in Saragosa, for Christ- 
mas. For most of them, Christmas 
would be no different from. any 


-|other day. Their homes would still 


be cold and drab, their shelves 
empty and their children under- 
clothed and undernourished. 

We sent a letter to our support- 
ers and gave them a_ suggested 
list of things to send if they liked 
the idea. On the back of the 
letter, we gave them the name of 
the famliy they were to adopt 
with the sizes of all the children 
and parents. Anxiously we waited 
for their reactions to such a pro- 
ject. It was an expensive one. In 
most of the families there were 
seven and eight and nine children, 
and not a few with twelve and 
thirteen. We would like to print 
a few excerpts from several of the 
letters received. 

Dear Staff, 

We finally launched our 
parcels to the family . . the project 
gave us much pleasure — also 





| too 
{parcels as he’s sure it’s all for 


fringe benefits. Little Dave isn’t 
curious about Christmas 


the “Texans” . . Your Christmas 
project has aroused considerable 
interest in your work. I have had 
several inquiries. Interestingly 
enough, we found in our begging 
that the people who gave sub- 
stantially were the ones who un- 
doubtedly had to give up some- 
thing to do so—which makes it 
all the more worthwhile. Also we 
remarked that if adults were as 
easy to reach as the children who 
were prepared to give the shirt off 
their back—there would be less 
need and I guess this merely 
points out the lesson “unless you 
become as little children”. . 
When a parent explains “this 
birthday present is for Jesus”, 
there is no doubt in a child’s mind. 
When Christ tells us “what you 
do for the least of these my little 
ones, you do for me’”—we fathead 
adults don’t dig. 

Mary. 

These Do Dig 

And talking about people hav- 
ing to give up something to 
answer our appeal: This lady dis- 
covered she had cancer of the 
lungs just before getting our let- 
ter. 

Dear Staff, 

Today a friend and I finished 
wrapping individual packages and 
packing a box which is going to 
the Y Family. 

Please too, give a great big re- 
membrance in your prayers for 
the friend who has been staying 
with me since my operation. She 
bought all the socks for the child- 
ren, assisted in wrapping all the 
packages and the big box, then 
took it to the post office for me. 

Sincerely,, 

And again: 

‘Dear Staff, 

I first thought of keeping the 
family as a project for my own 
family only. Then I reailzed how 
much more could be done by 
getting others to help me. I read 
your letter at my next “sewing 
meeting”’. 

We are a group of nine mothers 
with 44 children among us and 
more on the way. . 

Well the group was really en- 
thusiastic about helping the Z 
family, as I knew they would be. 

We each became responsible for 
one individual in the family. Then 
a week later, we packed, sorted 
and divided. We tried to provide 
each member with shoes, a coat, 2 
outfits of clothing, underwear and 
socks. Also had a “family pack” 
of combs, tooth brushes, shoe 
polish, hair pins, paper, pencils, 
soap, towels, and several blankets 
etc. 

My little four year old wanted 
to send his much beloved lamb to 
little Santos. He kissed him good- 
bye and told him to be a “good 
lamb for Santos”. 

You, by contacting me have 
helped all 9 of us and our fam- 
ilies to “give” more this Christ- 
mas. Our group has decided to 
do more of this, not only at Christ- 
mas either .. 

Lovingly, 
J 


For these and all our other won- 
derful benefactors, heavenly Fa- 





ther, we thank thee. 
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